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day! Don't forget to leave a review of you Like it 3 


Steve yelped as he was pressed up against the cool concrete wall, feeling Bruce's bulkier body mold into his 
own from behind. If he were any more level headed before, now he felt thoroughly distracted by the hardness 
of Bruce's dick pressing persistently against his ass crack. He felt the familiarly strong hands on his hips, felt 
the singer's nose nudge the sweat soaked curls from his nape. Exposing his long neck, sharp teeth began 


ribbling at the tender flesh. 


Steve felt the warm breaths of the younger man's against his overly sensitized skin, as well as the slippery 
tongue teasing the area, until the bassist's own breath hitched in his throat. He kept himself steady with his 
forearms propped against the surface in front of him, head beginning to slowly sag and droop between his 
arms while Bruce's determined thumbs moved to rub over his hip bones. Down across the loins they went, but 


carefully avoiding any contact whatsoever with the ever growing bulge in Steve's cargoes. 


Steve trembled when he felt those taunting hands glide up beneath the hem - and under the sides - of his 
drenched black tank top, peeling it free from the skin and sliding it all the way under Steve's arm pits. For a 
brief moment, the older man was mildly self conscious, but the anxiousness soon gave way when Bruce's full 
lips grazed the top spine vertebraes at the base of his neck. The open mouthed kiss he received was slow; 
sensuous and fluid. Its pattern was repeated, the teeth more prominent and the tongue darting out just briefly 
for a lap or two. It made Steve shudder, a small wheezing gasp passing through his bared teeth. His head was 
already swimming, and he curled his fists in an attempt to ground himself while the tempestuous kisses 
travelled lower just to linger between his bare shoulder blades. 


Bruce hummed in pleasure - enjoying his ministrations, the older man could tell - and it sent a tidal wave of 
blood straight to Steve's cock, making it twitch hard. He felt his own tense muscles beginning to tremble, and 
the singer's bold hands seized their mild fondling of damp skin, simply to pinch both of the bassist's nipples 
simultaneously. The older man almost whimpered before catching his bottom lip between his teeth to stifle any 
noises; trying not to get lost in the sensations of sharp nails twisting the nubs, and the tongue that was now 
teasing the area just above the hem of his shorts. Bruce had always been one for a lot of foreplay, even when 
in a hurry, so this was no exception. And the bassist wouldn't complain, the singer had such a talented mouth 


and such precise skills. 


Knowing what was coming, the older man didn't complain or protest, when mischievous fingers slid through the 
curly hair of his chest, down his abdomen - fingertips paying his navel some much appreciated attention - to 
reach for the belt buckle holding his cargoes up. Instead, Steve moaned softly in approval when the fabric 
rubbed against his ever growing hard-on, while Bruce worked the belt open rather swiftly. Then, the same 
needy hands a bit less gracefully opened and parted the fly, spreading the flaps. The shorts immediately began 
too slip down the bassist's hips to rest at the upper curve of the thigh area. 


"Mhm.. taste fucking delicious." the singer grunted against the bassist tailbone as he crouched to his knees and 
pressed a slow kiss to the now exposed dip of Steve's lower back, right above the hem of the cotton 


underwear. 


Steve wriggled his lower body involuntarily, and let out a tiny squeal. He was beginning to tense up, knowing 
what Bruce must have in mind and feeling mildly self conscious about it, but at the same time craving it all 


the more. He raised his head minimally to look around just in case anybody might stalk by, eyes hazy with lust. 


He panted, head drooping forward again when he felt the coast was clear; and he stuck his ass out farther by 
instinct when the singer's thumbs hooked under the waistband of the briefs and tugged downwards. Inch by 
inch, painfully slow, until the bassist's member came bouncing out. Hard and throbbing and fully erect, veins 
standing out - desperate for what was going to come next. A couple of beads of precum rolled down the 
length, seeping from the spot at the tip. Taking a deep breath to steady himself, Steve almost rose up on his 
tiptoes when those hands began to rub his now uncovered asscheeks. Firmly, squeezing the mounds hard 
enough to leave dark purple bruises while the tongue continued to playfully tease the area right above the 


actual crack. 


"B-bruce.." 


Steve almost cursed out loud when he felt Bruce chuckle right against his skin, the sudden whisp of damp air 


giving him goosebumps all over, as it chilled his sweat soaked flesh. 

"Eager, eh?" 

Steve could practically hear the smugness in the younger man's tone, and his hands curled into tight fists. 
"Fuck ye," he mumbled indignantly, voice breathy with arousal. 

"Oh, | will. But | have other things in mind first" 


With that, Bruce's thumbs intently spread the cheeks and Steve gasped in anticipation, thighs quaking. He tried 
not to seem too into the idea, he was still very embarrassed of how much he enjoyed this particular act, but 
his body betrayed him when thick globs of precum began to lazily ooze from the head of his dick in a more 
steady stream, exposing his eagerness. He felt the tongue flick against the top of the exposed crack, very 
gently. Barely even a touch. Lower and lower until the faint laps almost grazed the intended spot, before 
purposely avoiding it completely. The bassist couldn't hold back the squeak of disappointment, thighs still 
quivering with longing. 


"Patience is a virtue," Bruce chastised. 


Steve bit his lip again, body jolting when two fingers found the spot just behind his balls and pressed down, 
Rubbing slow circles, then side to side. And so, that damned tongue came back, dangerously close to the tiny 
entrance. It began to almost trace circles around the rose, in a matching pattern to the fingertips amping the 
bassist up. Slow, cunning, perverted. Every once in a while - in random intervals - the wet muscle flicked 


across the rose abruptly. 


Each time, Steve shuddered and the entrance twitched willingly as to offer approval and permission to be 
penetrated. It was beyond the older man's control; he couldn't think, all he could focus on was that sinful 
tongue that kept sending ripples of pleasure up and down his spine. And now, it was moving all the closer to the 
hole, the circles becoming smaller for each twirl until they were constantly grazing the outer rims but never 


quite the actual middle. 


The bassist wanted to be patient, but at the same time he needed more stimulation, so he subtly attempted 
to arch his back to get a better angle. His cock needed some attention as well, he decided, trying to inch his 
hips closer to the surface in front of him for relief. He whimpered as he achieved his goal, the head of his 

dick rubbing against the wall in front of him, making his toes curl while smearing precum along the rigid 


surface. 
"Quit that or I'll stop." 


Bruce's voice was stern and demanding, like a teacher or parent scolding a child, almost annoyed, and Steve 


cursed inwardly when the smaller man's strong hands grabbed his hips unceremoniously and pulled them back. 
Away from the additional stimulation Trying to breathe more evenly and stay calm, the bassist pressed his 
forehead to the wall while pushing his ass out farther for Bruce; almost shrieking in surprise when a violent 
smack landed on his right ass cheek. Steve felt the skin burn and tingle from the forceful impact, and nodded 
shortly as a reply to the silent requirement. He had no say in this, and he felt beads of sweat trailing down 
the sides of his face, trickling down his spine. He trembled when Bruce caught some of them with his tongue. 


Then the mouth disappeared and he braced himself, only to jolt when teeth sank into the tender flesh that had 
just been slapped. The sore spot burnt but at the same time, it felt awfully good. Pleasure and pain combined 
and Steve's legs shook slightly more wildly beneath him. 


"Poor baby, can't keep his calm. You're like a bloody virgin, Harry.” 


Steve winced and pursed his lips, but a grunt still escaped his throat when Bruce nipped at the sore spot once 
again. Then, he felt the thumbs once more part his plump cheeks. He stuck his ass out even farther, forehead 
now touching the wall fully and back curved in a notable arch. His cheeks burnt bright red with the flush, he 

knew he was technically offering himself up to the younger man. Like a lamb to the slaughter. But he couldn't 
help himself, he needed this. That's why, when the stiffened tongue finally poked at his entrance, he yelped and 
shuddered full body. He was embarrassed, ashamed even, of the fact, but this was one of his most sensitive, 

erogenous zones. And if anybody knew how to play his body, it was Bruce. 


Feeling the tongue flick and poke around the entrance, Steve bit his bottom lip hard until he tasted blood. His 
nails dug into his palms, almost deep enough to break the skin. He panted through his nose, jolting when the 
very tip of that tongue pressed down forcefully enough to get just a tiny bit inside of him. He felt the 
warmth, the wetness. It made his head spin, and the organ pulled back just a little, only to once again attempt 
a bit of penetration as is pushed down. Steve's whimper revealed just how much he needed this, and he did his 
best to relax his tense muscles as he felt a bit more of that filthy tongue enter him. And then it flicked, back 
and forth. In circles, anything to attempt to spur a reaction out of the bassist. 


"Uhn." Steve moaned, the last of his dignity abandoning him, and he raised one leg just a little higher for a 
better angle. 


The singer didn't waste much time though. He pulled away, ignoring the older man's mewling protest as he 
unceremoniously spat at the reddened rose to offer some lubrication. Steve didn't have to see his face to know 
that he was smirking, and he knew Bruce was getting up on his feet. He heard the shuffling and screech of 


boots against the concrete floor. 


"As much as you like my tongue in you, we both know that this is what you've been waiting for," the younger 


man taunted as he leant into the other man, nipping at the bassist's shoulder and leaving a faint lovebite. 
"Fuck." Steve cursed as the only reply. 


"Oh, | intend to do just that." 


Steve squeezed his eyes tightly shut, the wet sound as the singer shoved his soaked leather pants below his 
hips with more than a little struggle making him even more aroused. The hairs at the back of his neck rose. He 
tried to level his breathing, tried not to quake so visibily but the anticipation made it impossible to stand still, 
impossible to endure. It felt as if his skin was crawling. And he gasped when he recognized the sensation of the 
fat head of Bruce's dick, now freed, sliding against his crack. Up and down the full length, smearing a bit of 


precum. 
"Ready for me, Harry?" Bruce rasped in that deep, husky tone of his. 


Steve realized he wasn't capable of forming coherent sentences anymore, so his only response became a 
mumbled sort of noise of frustration He earned a dark, lustful chuckle and held his breath unknowingly when 
Bruce used his free hand to spread one of his asscheeks to the side. Baring the entrance, the older man once 
against arched against the younger; and he was rewarded when he felt the blunt pressure of Bruce's rock 
hard cock splitting him wide open 


He hissed, out of pain and pleasure combined, feeling the other man fill him inch by inch in a slow, languid 
stroke. He still wasn’t entirely sure whether he actually enjoyed the intial burn of penetration, whether it 
turned him on or off. Perhaps it was some strange sort of mix of both, but it did make his dick harder, and 
the bassist huffed when he felt the other man's pubic bone mold against him. Bruce's pubes brushed against 
his crack, and he felt thick thighs pressing against his own Finally, he exhaled. 


Feeling good..? Tight as always." 


Bruce's voice was unsteady, clearly restrained, but amused and hoarse with desire. Steve couldn't reply, he felt 
his shoulders shaking and he made a low guttural noise somewhere in his chest. The burn was fading, leaving 
only the fullness, the sensation of being stretched to the brim that he so enjoyed. And he needed movement, 
needed fricition, needed Bruce to thrust. Without any thought, almost on auto pilot, he rolled his hips subtly 


back against the man behind him as a sort of way to urge him to move. To do anything. 
"l'Il take that as a yes." 


So, Steve felt how the singer began to pull out, almost all the way until only the head remained inside. And 
then he thrust forwards, deep and hard. Powerful. Rolling his hips and making sure to stab quickly. The whine 
that Steve let out was loud; needy, desperate almost. A sound he would have been highly embarrassed of had 
he not been so turned on, so infernally horny. The throaty moan that the singer uttered in response made 


Steve's blood boil, his cock almost jumping with each pulse of blood surging through it. 


It was so swollen it ached, purple balls pulled up tight against his body until they too were hard, and as the 
singer repeated the motion - brushing the prostate in the process - the bassist yelped. His eyes began to 
water. He felt both of Bruce's hands grabbing at his hips, and rocked eagerly back against each deep stab in an 
attempt to meet and speed up the pace. He knew he'd be bruising afterwards, knew he'd be sore, but it hardly 


mattered at the moment. Desperate for more, his own unsteady hand attempted to trail down his stomach in 


pursuit of his cock. He needed to touch it, to stroke it. To come. 


"Don't you fucking dare," snapped Bruce and batted the bassist's fist away before it had a chance to as much 
as graze the throbbing member. 


"B-but---" 
"This is fine, innit? Just focus on what I'm doing, no need for any of that." 


Steve didn't know what to think, the frustration growing. He'd never come from penetration alone, and he could 
feel how close he was getting to sweet release for each stroke but still unable to truly climax. He didn't 
protest when Bruce helped him bend the raised leg farther without losing balance; the bassist feeling himself 
get tighter and he mumbled something intelligible under his breath when the singer's new angle speared his 
prostate dead on. The frantic pace was getting out of hand, losing its synch and rhythm, and Steve knew Bruce 
would likely reach his orgasm soon. What if he himself didn't? Would Bruce suck him off, or leave him to his 
own devices? He felt tears of frustration well up in his eyes, mouth falling open as a bit of drool clung to the 
corner of the man’s lips. He furrowed his brow, straining all of the muscles in his abdomen and groin It almost 


hurt, he was so close it took his breath away. 


He didn't even realize Bruce's hand was moving until two fingers poked roughly at the tender spot behind his 
sore, tight balls. It perfectly matched the sensations each thrust inside of him offered, surging through his 
body like electrical currents. Each time the younger man stabbed Steve's prostate, he used his fingers to jab 
at the same area but from the outside. Like a double stimulus to the sane spot but from different culprits. 
Tears trailed down the bassist's cheeks, a meek sob spilling from his lips and beads of sweat dripping from his 


now soaked bangs. 

One. 

‘| c-can't, Bruce... please..!" 

Two. 

"You can, let it happen, love." 

Three. 

Steve thought he was going to die, he felt as if every fibre of his body was going to burst, like he was self 
combusting. He didn't know whether he cried out, or if the scream actually came from Bruce, but he couldn't 
hold it. He saw stars, ears ringing while the powerful orgasm almost knocked him out, the air leaving his lungs 
and his consciousness fading . The world disappeared, and he felt his balls empty themselves, the waves of 


release washing over him for what seemed like forever. He almost thought this was the end, but then again, 


not a bad way to go. 


When he finally managed to open his eyes in the aftermath, body uncooperative - Bruce's arms around his 
waist anchoring his full weight - the mass of cum he'd left on the wall shocked him the most. It could have 
easily come from three men, and he felt the flush seep into his cheeks as he shivered faintly even now, the 


aftermath still clinging to him. He wasn't exactly cold, but his muscles were exhausted. 


"Told you it's possible," the singer chuckled, the tone revealing how proud he was of his handiwork. "Knew you 
could do it" 


"Sod off," Steve snorted, but smiled softly himself. 


Bruce simply smacked the older man's ass in return which earned him a yelp, before pressing a kiss to Steve's 
nape and pulling out. Steve whispered at the feel of seed trickling down the back of his thighs. 


"If there's any more cum in you, how about another round tonight?" 
The bassist looked over his shoulder just in time to catch the wriggle of the other man's brows. 
"Cunt. Always want more." 


"And you love me for it," Bruce pointed out as he pressed his lips to Steve's, both of them forgetting where 
that mouth had been. 


"Fuck knows why," the bassist surrendered with a small smile. 


